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WELCOME HOME, CAMPERS! 


What a mere month can 
wrought here in the 
wilderness of Emil Land and 
| must say that when Emil’s 
new edition arrived postage 
due yet again (Emil you can 
not mail a package on only a 
dollar stamp...not here in 
Singapore...please keep that 
in mind...OK?), | was half 
expecting yet another China 
bashing, soap box and to my 
sheer amazement...| was 
looking at this... WOW! 

What draws most to Emil’s 
odd doddles is that they 
always catch you off-guard 
and many time startled you 
by how quickly Emil’s style(s) 
morph here, right before your 
eyes, with no helpful segway 
nor warning(s). 

This is a radical new style that 
brings Emil full circle back to 
the 1910’s and you can 
almost smell Paris oozing out 
from these pages... 


Seine LaGone 


A WORD FROM EMIL... 


This 1S a new section that Seine says 1s 
the worse idea since the “Beto for 
President Campaign Reboot #6” especially 
since I already have a daily blog where I 
can bore as many people as I can... 

Since they aren’t book buyers, he doesn’t 
care about them but, was concerned that 
people would see this in the preview and 
not buy this book... 

So, I did as I always do... 

I didn’t tell him that I added it back at 
the last minute. 


In recent months, WWWG has been 
intimidated by a series of Ukrainian- 
based PC Trolls who have taken serious 
offence to what would seem to be every 
single word that I say or that can be 
equally twisted to make believe that I 
said or that I might have implied to 
actually mean. 

The back story is there is a failed art 
student(s) who seems (according to 
them)...they claim to work for the DNC 
National Call Center Cright outside of 
Kiev - as 1t seems rents are cheaper) who 
took offence to first, I didn't respond 
to his complete criticism of my art... 


A WORD FROM EMIL... 


and then, was more deeply offended when I 
did respond...I was nice but, I was 
truthful and that seemed to hurt him even 
more... 

So, they Cnow a collective, WOKE gang 
from the same business location with the 
same IP Address so I assume that it 
really was multiple people instead of 
this one guy pretending to be an entire 
gang) turned their Twitter long-knives on 
my publisher, WWWG and have rain havoc 
down upon them for several months now. 
Please allow me to just say upfront, it 
doesn't bother me as anything negative to 
me goes directly to spam...and if you 
bother WwWWG, I am all in favor of it and 
in fact, I encourage you to continue but, 
you are getting on Seine's nerves and he 
asked me to address it... 

So here below is my gentle, my kind and 
considered response to your hatred and 
threats...aS you can't effect my position 
or lack of here..."Bring it On...Bubba!" 
Oops! I did it again...so sorry...please 
forgive...I am but, I do claim to be of 
the male persuasion... 

So, it isn't really my own fault... 

It 1s my DNA...!!! 
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A WORD FROM EMIL... 


Did that work? 

Are they still there? 
OH, Well! 

So here goes! 


AN OPEN LETTER TO MY 
UKRAINIAN TROLL BUDDIES! 


My mother went through her whole life 
truly feeling that she was without fault 
or to blame for all the craziness that 
she wrought as there was always someone 
else to blame and if she could not 
identify an actual person then, it was an 
extended discussion on how the "all world 
had done me wrong..." 

I am sorry upfront to offend some of the 
weak-hearted here and am letting you know 
beforehand, so that you might retreat to 
your safety zone...right 
now...three...two...one. 

Truly, I wake up some days and read 
messenger or tweeter and I feel that my 
mom has somehow taken over the world...or 
has infected it with her personal 
insanity...her inability to take 
responsibility and stare down the 
ugliness of her life and merely have the 


A WORD FROM EMIL... 


courage to say "I know you are but what 
am I..." Attitude instead her constant 
mantra of defense 

"TIT am pure and you are utter scum for not 
agreeing with my views..." 

We...the sane...have turned society over 
to the return of the worse evil group 
think since the latter days of the French 
Revolution with its own roaming, PC 
trolling gangs who have made an oath to 
destroy the lives of all those who excel 
beyond their group's collective inability 
to do so, too...not so much out of an 
inability but, out of the lack, many 
times, to merely try... 

I am sorry, again, as I understand that 
being WOKE means never having to actually 
try...never expand beyond who/what you 
currently are... 

I am sorry, 

I do, 

I truly do forget as it 1s not in my 
personal DNA...So, can you actually then, 
can I be personally blamed or did your 
personal lack to try trigger me? 

I am getting ready to re-offend...please 
do not leave you safe zone just yet!!!! 
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A WORD FROM EMIL... 


The way I explained to my mom was that 
"the world is in fact, it 1S a mean, 
cruel place where no one actually cares 
enough to openly plot so much evil ona 
total stranger...and besides, I was there 
and I remember your story radically 
different...from what I personally saw, 
you had a lot more to actually do with 
the true outcome...than you are willing 
to give yourself credit for..." 

So to all my Ukrainian Twitter Trolls 
working at the DNC National Call Center 
Cright outside of Kiev) many of the 
things that happen are really your own 
fault not mine because you are the one 
who never really tried or gave up trying 
to be an artist/writer because you were 
so thin skinned that you could not look 
your potential failures or your “lack of 
pride” accusers straight in the eyes and 
did not have the strength, the actual 
courage, the faith in your own ability(Cs) 
and you never took the time to actually 
Say 

Become awake...instead of this stupid 
WOKE nonsense, get up out of your mom's 


A WORD FROM EMIL... 


basement CSORRY! Your Command Bunker) and 
start to live a free life in the real 
world...it will be what you make of 
it...7t 71S on you to do not for me or us 
to do for you...it 1S your future dudes, 
not mine...that 1s the true key to 
success but, it had been "plastics" 
before you made them the scourge of the 
planet... 

I still believe in plastic straws as my 


Thank you... 
You can come out of your safe zone now my 
little WOKE children of America... 


- Emil 2019 
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DEAR FELLOW WARRIORS, ALL FIGHTING THE 
EVIL ARMIES OF THE MERCHANTS OF UNTRUTH... 


There always must come a moment when time 
no longer matters... 

You no longer look at it aS a straight, 
unbroken line of progression and see it 
for what it really, what it always was... 
merely open suggestions, 
misunderstandings, speed-bumps and 
hopefully, some interesting stories to 
Share as you stand on line waiting to see 
St. Peter .:.: 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the masked bandits who own it!} 


“Watch all the way thru and you will see 
why I shared this...since, we all have at 
times, we fail to remember from whence we 
came...” 

On the other hand...I have never forgotten 
and I have maintained a detail list of 
events and the characters involved... 
Some have made for great stories... 
Others...I will not mention here! 

As they are still being worked out in 
therapy, are still mired in litigation or 
there are still active restraining 
orders/gag orders in place to prevent me 
from talking about... 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the bandits who own it! It was 
the “Rooftop Concert” of the Beatles playing the 
song “Get Back” just so you will have a better 
understanding of the reference(s) made here} 


50 years have now gone past and yet, I am 
still on the old desert highway road 
between Phoenix and Tucson...waiting on my 
old pal, Jo-Joe to show up and we shall 
share an open container of whiskey, share 
a drink, raise a solemn toast by the 
monument to where 1920's silent Hollywood 
movie star, the first true Cowboy star 
Cruined by the talkies) the great, the 
only Tom Mix, where he did his own James 
Dean and bought it by hitting the giant 
Saguaro tree that still stands in 
testimony, next to and somehow stil] 
offers a shallow lick of shade here at the 
monument... 

The tree has stood the test of time as it 
still stands...in the end, it was much 
tougher than old Tom Mix ever was on the 
Silver screen... 

Well kind of, sort of, it is still badly 
mangled, butchered up even after all these 
years! 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the bandits who own it! It was 
the “Rooftop Concert” of the Beatles playing the 
song “Get Back...’ just for your frame of intel} 


Man! He must have been going 11ke a bat 
out of hell when he missed the curve over 
there by the wash...tiny bits of metal 
still litter the desert...if you bother to 
look, inspect in earnest... 

I always try to find a souvenir to take 
back home...put 1t on the table over by 
the bay window...my own shrine to how 
frail we truly are again the wrath of 
Mother Nature's Son... 

Sorry! 

Yet another shameless plug for yet another 
of my favorite Beatles' songs... 

Wow! 

Did I get lost, in this conversation? 
“Rainy days and Thursday's...” 

Oops! 

Yet another rip off now...of one of my 
favorite Carpenter's song...from I think 
the Spring of 1970....that 1s when I first 
heard it on my transistor radio while 
riding my old Honda 305 Scrambler up the 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the bandits who own it! It was 
the “Rooftop Concert” of the Beatles playing the 
song “Get Back...” just for your frame of intel} 


new I-17 Highway, it was on the road to 
Prescott... The humanity of it all!?? 

Just wish that this old fool, my dear old 
high school chum, Jo-Joe would show up as 
the open bottle of whiskey grows stale - 
1t needs to be consumer rather soon... 
Where is he? 

The old prick knows that I am waiting for 
his sorry ass to show up. Never on time, 
he is always a dollar short of a fiver... 
Maybe, his old, rusty Harley broke down 
again...it does that a lot...in fact, it 
1s the nature of the beast and the only 
bike brand that I have pushed more than my 
old BSA (which use to stand for "bastard 
Stalled again" thanks to those cheap ass 
Lucas electronics that came standard) 1969 
Thunderbird...but, it was a looker...all 
Flame colored, a rather handsome shade of 
Candy Apple Red and glittering, shining 
chrome...I am sure that I even looked cool 
as I pushed it home...like...every other 
day... 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the bandits who own it! It was 
the “Rooftop Concert” of the Beatles playing the 
song “Get Back...’ just for your frame of intel} 


See, Campers...this is the most evil, the 
utter boredom downside of being inside as 
Noah's flood has returned to this little 
town in Laos and my camera refuses to 
leave the safety of my bunker suite... 
Moral...don't yet this be you... 

Never be tempted to return to a long 
buried past... 

Never tell people about sitting in the 
desert next to Tom Mix's memorial and even 
try to relate it too...No matter how 
cleverly...to an ancient Beatles song that 
so few of you will even really remember 
from the Pop Charts and really think that 
I can expect anyone will take the time to 
read...in these days where we all seem to 
suffer from ADD... 

I still think it is from the chem-trails 
or maybe subliminally inserted into the 
music from Sesame Street... 

Never did trust that shifty looking and 
very gay, Burt! 

Yes! Meeting Paul McCartney on a busy 
street corner in Soho back in 1974 would 


CAMPERS AND FELLOW TRAVELERS! 


{Video not available here due to the outrageous 
fees charged by the bandits who own it! It was 
the “Rooftop Concert” of the Beatles playing the 
song “Get Back...” just for your frame of intel} 


have been a far more interesting story and 
just taking a moment to read back all of 
this dribble that I have been typing... 

I am in total agreement! 

I truly hate auto-correct on my I-Pad as 
it deferentially does not speak nor write 
English well enough to have the nerve to 
Sabotage my writing... 

At least, more than I do on my own... 
Yes.. 

I will shut up and go down and eat 
breakfast... 

The 55,000 kit CLao Money) breakfast 
special is the value meal of the day... 
“Two eggs, bacon, toast, fruit bowl anda 
giant latte all for less than you would 
pay at Denny's...” 

What a deal! 

Get here early as they usually have a 
daily run on their specially cured 
bacon... 

Sorry! No “Groupon” or Emil discount 
available...I didn’t get one...why should 
you? 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


It was becoming ever so clear from the 
fractured conversations we have had over 
the past week or so, in the tattered 
remains of what had been and it was 
becoming more and more clear that there 
was no more, we both wore ratted smiles 
that really didn’t express any true 
meaning other than it was clear that this 
was increasing due to the lack of any 
personal feelings that lingered, nothing 
to be concerned or troubled yourself 
with, there was nothing to really gather 
or nothing was left that was worthy of 
the need of collect, the time for that 
had left last summer when you first flew 
the coupe, leave your coat on as I 
already know you will not be staying on 
for very long or at least that is what 
your expression 1s telling me and in the 
extra amount of time needed to deal with 
your coat 1S really time just time 
wasted, so keep it on. 

Your framed picture still remained 
propped up over on the side counter (by 
the door), shining and glittering in the 
morning’s reflective rays, filtered 
through the dirty glass of the dawn 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


facing window, chairs overturned, creme- 
de-mint spilled and spread by an endless 
series of paced footsteps and is now 
covering most if not all of the rug and 
wood floor...Shuddering, I begged, “I’m 
still Csomewhat) in self-denial, hidden 
away in the soft, sad tons of our 
whispers, spilling out and cover the room 
much in the same way as the creme-de - 
mint, whatever remains, there was nothing 
worth salvage, in the whole picture and 
in the lot of our personal collapse, had 
there be a salvage - it would have needed 
to be priced for quick, a rushed and 
hurried fire sale, leave nothing hanging, 
take down all the shelves, turn off the 
lights, close the doors and test the lock 
before our final departure.” 

Drawn into the collection of watercolors 
that lined the walls farthest away from 
the windows and the light filtering in 
from the now rusted and stained window 
panes, the rays of the morning sun mired, 
spilled out onto the surrounding, 
carpeted floor, shadowed images of stale 
flowers and trinkets seem to whisper out 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


the jaded history that they shared with 
the guardians, the masters of this vacant 
domain seemed to have left without much 
preplanning as you could tell from the 
overturned chairs at a breakfast table 
still set and awaiting for its eaters to 
return, the house looked well used and 
inviting but, it had been ravaged by 
owners in a rush to scoop up as much of 
their lives that could be assembled and 
carried out by hand or in a backpack. 
The watercolors, rather well done and 
original, seemed to speak to the accent, 
a bold reflection to the common good of 
man where evil seemed to be mistakenly 
misplaced and left out of the glorified 
plight of the surrounding urban scenery 
where the inner city poor were not 
shattered, blinded or robbed of it all, 
where glory and happiness awaiting them 
up on or at the next corner, drawn to the 
back of the vacant apartment by the 
continued parade of watercolors, all 
whispered that these people had once had 
money, they must have stored resources, 
food, supplies that could not be so 
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IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


easily transported out of the apartment 
as they fled. On the back bedroom door 
was a high grade of thick plastic 
wrapping that 1S so expensive since the 
war and these people had used it covering 
and sealing the bedroom door, you were 
right that this posed a dilemma because 
was 1t protecting some treasure or was it 
protecting them from whatever was inside 
the room? 

What do you think? 

Is it worth the risk and if we are wrong 
to force an entry merely by accepted the 
door, its owner’s pride of personal 
wealth, ownership, the wall of 
watercolors (which offered up such a poor 
and false history of the urban poor and 
blind to the plight of the poor that 
suffered so much in these urban area when 
the war and the disease) and our greed 
for picking; then we could get more than 
we expect. 

Does the disease linger beyond death of 
its victim? Not being a scientist or 
having any medical training beyond the 
need of basic first aid. 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


Tough decision, this door is untouched. 
Decision made, at least, we tore down the 
rich salvage of this heavy gauge plastic 
from the sealed door and gently folding 
it upon the floor being ever so careful 
not to tear it more than necessary as 
this will bring a heavy bounty. 

No remorse, no time for sadness for the 
lost souls who might have taken refuge in 
this sealed room awaiting the fall, the 
end of civilization and here at the 
teetered edge, now forgotten were all of 
the prophets who had foretold of this and 
whatever awaited on the other side of the 
door. They are gone, we are here... “What 
the hell!” In an apache dance inspired, a 
two-step bounce up against the sealed and 
locked door a solid kick from my steel- 
toed boots, the heavy door creaked and 
then fell open. 

A warning knock from the apartment’s 
front door announced that it was time to 
be leaving, and then the stressed yell 
that we needed to be leaving down the 
fire escape as something or someone was 
coming up the high-rise’s stair-weld. 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


No time left to explore, no time to 
Snatch up the room’s treasures that 
completely filled the sealed room. 

You looked over was as you emphasized to 
me as they said back in the day, 

“It’s time to get out of Dodge!” 

I don’t think that anyone has a clue what 
it really meant but, only that it was a 
really cool way to say that we had to 
leave posthaste. 

No time to savor, there would no time to 
search the darken room for usable 
treasure or valuable bartering tools. 
Who or whatever was in the hallway was 
not with us - that was very clear. 

Could be a small animal, a hungry dog 
pack or another team of scavenges who 
would be more than likely, to be as well 
or better armed than our crew. 

The only thought was a sad sense of a 
wasted day as we dashed out and over the 
broken glass pane in a swift scramble out 
unto the rusted and unmaintained fire 
escape. Descending down several floors, 
getting closer to the relative safety of 
the abandon streets gave me a pause to 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


think of formatting a regretted recall 
for his report, all looking bad to have 
another empty return with his clan of 
refugees who are staged right outside the 
old park and who holds the high ground 
all around the city-side of the old zoo. 
There was news, an unfounded rumor 
bantering around in his crew of maybe 
another group of refugees were moving 
into our territory (what the old ones 
called their turf) shifting conversation 
to the clan’s reduced sense of security. 
The late afternoon’s sky was now a moldy 
scattering collection of gray and hazy 
clouds, dipping into the gooey haze of 
the darkening horizon beyond the city’s 
urban core up through the canyon of 
shattered reminded, slenderized reminder, 
as the day seemed lost to the night. 

lost in the moment, rehashing, recalling 
today’s failure, I am trying to figure 
out the rhymes, the reasons and how to 
explain them all away by trying to invoke 
the lost art of forgiving, recalling an 
old desire for direct, longing for some 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


Recourse other than, yet another failed 
exploration while still awaiting the 
fast, murmurs, reflections spark of what 
his failure meant to him and his crew. 
His uncle, a wise old man of the main 
crew always taught them to “forgive, 
forget, get on with the rest!” 

Those were his uncle’s words and he 
recalled how even as a kid standing in 
breadlines after the first war, even 
then, he understood the need of such 
humanity. 

Much he had forgotten about the old 
world. Where were the seeds of the 
resentments to the old world? Where had 
the seeds of revolution (that his uncle 
had so often preached) where had it gone? 
Had this revolution been recalled, 
recanting or had it merely been 
dismissing? 

Had it all been a lie? 

Isn’t God a forgiving soul, not intention 
upon revenge but, then again, had God not 
cast all of humanity down from Heaven to 
Stand witness before these once fiery 
pits of hell where they were forced 


IN THE TATTERED REMAINS OF 
WHAT HAD BEEN... 


guardians of the fastly erasing memories 
of how the world had once been... 

Could it ever return to its former glory? 
Or was God’s Judgement so final? 

But, as his uncle also would say that 


“We must refrain from complaints, Tgnore 
those who do, a stand tall before the 
golden gates of Heaven while seeking a 

back door into mankind’s pathway back to 

the bounty of Eden...” 


Turning back away from the heavily 
littered streets surrounding the park, 

he paced his walk up and through gate 
“number 8” where he never cast his eyes 
down as he cared not to look upon the 
tens of thousands, the remaining, 
unattended skeletons that lay scattered 
all about as this had once been the first 
of the few body processing centers after 
the disease finally took hold and slowly 
consumed the life of this once great city 
which lays scattered in the surrounding 
hills and buttressed by the former park, 
here were all the reminders of when the 
world had gone mad and then died. 

Praise God! 
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Kono Hano o Miya 


This translates, it sort of means to look 
at the flower and to see the all of the 
nontraditional DeStijl-like patterns and 
rhymes washing about here and seemed to be 
a really cool title for the new book jin 
1983... 

“Then this cat (Dylan’s Road Manager) came 
up to me...1t was down in the village... 
that was the night that Dylan was at the 
coffee shop...like dig it...this cat come 
up to me and asked me for a smoke...right 
out of the blue...imagine?” 

By now the cups of coffee were cold but, 
your smile was warm and the conversation 
was refreshing as it extended late into 
the day... 

I must admit that I never really 
understood Amway, the business opportunity 
or how I could become a distributor... 

Who would have know...? 

Glad that I asked you! 

Want another cup of coffee? 

I explained that I had little money as my 
full-time gig as a unpublished poet was 
killing my ability to make investments, no 
matter how good... 

SORRY ! 


Kono Hano o Miya 


Since you asked about my poetry...here is 
a poem that I just finished early this 
morning...1t 1S called “JIZO” 


",..lalking with the JIZO okagesama de, 
Junshi at the dawn, Saying “Shikat 
Agana.” 


She nodded and quickly forgave my 
rudimentary Japanese. 

“Normally” she said 

"IT am rather shy and I wouldn't ask but, 
I know you don't I?“ 

The chat turned to the city and she asked 
"How long have you been in Tokyo?..." 

I went on to agree with her about Tokyo 
“Why Yes...I agreed with you that 
sometimes, I both love and hate this 
city...sometimes, at the same time..." 
We both laughed and took another sip of 
cold coffee. 

Explained that I came from a place where 
you can go for hundreds of miles without 
bumping into another living soul... 

So I said that crowds can spook me a bit, 
but, the energy here, the masses of 
people...I can adapt! 


Kono Hano o Miya 


"All the same but, when you look close 
they all have made their own mark ..." 
She said in what sounded like a rather 
odd response... 

Maybe, I am translating 1t wrong! 

She then asked, 

"Are you taking the train back downtown?" 
I nodded and then went for broke, 

I started to recite a killer poem from my 
new book as we prepared to part on 
separate trains... 


“Flowers of Edo” 
"The sky was serene In sight of the 
inland sea 
Then a flash of light 
Screams shatter my broken heart 
The Lotus withers in death. 
Strangers at my home 
Weepers fill the empty streets 
Death stalks after me 
My echoes run in silence 
Hibakusha in shadows 
My steps now seem slow 
Sleepwalking in nightmare dreams 
A blind girl asks 
"raison d’etre’ 
Miyajima, I am now!" 
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SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


“If only we had found Nirvana” but she 
was right in warning us that we were late 
to the season and to this spot of the 
world. 

She then looked me in my blood stained 
and spattered eyes, without a lisp or a 
stutter, she asked my point blankly 

“Tf you were a tree..what kind of tree 
would you be?” 

I know! 

It was truly, a very long, tiring night 
here in the Shubuta Prefect and, yes! I 
understand how I had railed and waxed on 
(just) yesterday afternoon, all about 
this lost generation and how sad it was 
to see a whole generation cast out into 
society’s dustbin..and yet, here I 
am..waking up on this damp, dirty door 
step..next to one of the more ragged 
versions of this lost generation and she 
seems to be jabbering away..talking in 
some hipster code (or was this what 
Barbara Walters really looks like after a 
hard night on the town?) about trees..what 
would I be? Uhh? 


SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


Turning away from her hipster coded 
challenge, after I betray my uncoolness 
and all I could muster was just to stare 
back at her with a painfully, absurd 
expression of utter confusion... 

Really, I was at a total loss of words, 
in fact, I was lost for very thought at 
the moment she jabbed me in the ribs... 
Seems that I was being rather hard to 
wake up and I was blocking the doorway to 
her little shop...here..somewhere in what 
looked to be Shubuta... 

At least, 1t was as I vaguely remembered 
it from last night. 

Slowly gaining my feet, with the help of 
the nearby wall to stead my rise, 

I made sure that I had not lost my 
wallet. 

Wallets are among the first thing to 
disappear when you fall asleep on some 
Stranger’s door step..trust me! 

I have researched this on numerous... 
seemingly, countless times in my 
journeys. 
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SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


The wallet was still firmly in my front 
pocket... 

(Traveler’s Tip 101: Always carry your 
wallet and other valuables in your front 
pockets as they are much less likely to 
get pick-pocketed. ) 

Leaned this important life lesson from a 
master pickpocket that befriended me as a 
youth in the burly sidewalks of South 
London...another story for another time... 
Pulling it out, 1t seemed light... 

It felt, empty! 

I gasped and quickly flung it open..it was 
in fact, empty... 

Have you ever been startled awake by a 
jabber, hipster who had suck punched you 
in the ribs..only to discover that you 
were left with an empty wallet? 

If so, you can sense my feelings at this 
very confusing moment, you have been 
there and have felt that utter sense of 
dread that overtakes, overrides all of 
your other senses and you too, have been 
touched by that chilly wave of panic as 
it crests the top of your aching head and 


SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


Maybe, 1t was the vertigo that held you 
in place. 

Then, you alone, you will truly have 
previously lived a moment similar enough 
to cause you a finch of pain and so, 
please forgive me in how much has been 
withheld - all that might have been 
indiscreetly added to paint the picture 
for those non-initiated - and, who now 
complain that I failed to report here. 
Empty wallet? 

Damn! 

Wait! 

It was coming back to me now, 

“It was empty last night too!” 

Pieces flash, blink and fall to the 
sidewalk in the form of a massive mosaic, 
Jigsaw puzzle without a central core to 
guide you... 

With thoughts and eyes clearing, I notice 
the strong smell of stale sake that 
covered me and for a brief moment, 

I recalled my granddad and how his Old 
Spice Cologne covered even the worst 
next-day stink... 


SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


Seems, I could have used some right about 
now. Weird how such random thoughts 
strike you at such odd times? 

“T wasn’t robbed!” 

Well not in a traditional sense... 

See, crime rates in Tokyo are amongst the 
lowest in the world for random street 
crime... 

Now, there is a lot of organized crime... 
Well, not really any more than you see in 
New York or Chicago...like there, like 
here..it was the cost of business and 
cutting through the red tape and greedy 
bureaucrats (without stretched fingers 
grasping at your wallet)... 

Here it is efficient, done with an eye to 
ritual and there is a true sense of 
pageantry to its importation. 

What I mean by “not in the traditional 
sense” was that I paid a greatly inflated 
price for cheap rice wine, as I was a 
drunk foreign devil without CI am sure at 
that moment) redeeming grace or the merit 


SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
NIRVANA 


of friendship or kinship to any of my 
drinking partners, last night. 

“Tf only we had found Nirvana but, we 
were too late in this season of the 
world.” 

Staggering with a slight sway to my 
cadence that gave me the ridiculous 
impression of a hungover, road-worn 
penguin...it was painful to gather the 
courage to glance up at my image, 
reflecting off the heavy plate glass 
windows of the passing storefronts. 
Nothing was making sense as my mind had 
yet, started to reassemble the tiny 
pieces of the jigsaw puzzle..mostly due to 
the residual pain of being woke up on the 
doorsteps of some shop-house and being 
rather rudely awaken, at that. 
Furthermore, I am lazy and not being one 
to dwell in the past, I was more 
concerned about getting back to the 
Chopeful) safety of my cheap hotel with 
no coinage to hail a taxi or take the 
Subway . 
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“Wonder? What are the laws here about 
pan-handling?” 

I asked a passing hipster, who seemed to 
have, also, a long eventful night here in 
Shubuta. 

“Excuse me?” 

This hipster, of this lost generation, 
addressed my in the polite, daytime, 
company man voice. 

I repeated my question and again, he was 
puzzled by my verbiage... 

“Damn!” 

It then dawned upon me that language 
might travel and be learned but, the 
meaning(s) don’t necessary make the same 
passage... 

He didn’t understand the word “pan- 
handling.” 

After an awkward pause of blank stares, 
I tried to pantomime the word’s meaning 
and at this very moment, I realized that 
whatever I was doing was going terribly, 
1t was going sideways! I could see that 
his face had turned ashy gray, his hands 


SHUBUTA PREFECT: 
IF ONLY WE HAD FOUND 
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were trembling and he was gasping for 
breath. 

He thought, I was trying to rob him..here 
in the safest city in the world, near his 
company’s tombstone business tower... 

He had come face-to-face with sheer 
evil..from a guy dressed like a well-worn 
Tuxedo Max... 

I thought he was going to faint. 

IT reassured him..that, I was only seeking 
cab fare back to the safety of my hotel... 
“Please, do not call the police!” 

I further invested in explaining myself, 
my rugged appearances and as my sad story 
was absurd aS was my appearance, he 
smiled, opened his wallet and gave me cab 
fare back to my hotel... 

I was homeward bound to my cold water, 
walk up..my rat’s nest of a hotel in the 
cheaper part of the city..and he was off 
to change into his business suit, uniform 
of a company man and to start, yet, 
another day of death sitting ina 
numberless cubical, in a nameless room 
while dreaming his escape at 6 PM... 
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back out to the wild streets of his real 
life fantasies, here in the district. 
Most of the cab ride was lost on me as my 
mind drifted to rethink that bad image, 
that I purposely painted of this young 
generation of Japanese... 

Maybe, 1t 1S us who are lost? 

Maybe, they found a solution, a bridging 
gap, a less radical way to balance living 
1n this modern world? 

Like my Navajo Friends use to say 

“Our dreams are reality and reality 1s 
our dreams (nightmares?) .” 

Maybe, this generation of young Japanese 
are not truly lost but, have discovered a 
peace of mind in what the Navajo had been 
taught as a key to life. 

By replacement, mixing and matching 
realty and the dream world, they have 
achieved their version of Nirvana. 

And, yes... 

We were too late in the season to see it. 
I made a note to remember this for the 
book. 
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The cabbie pulled over and rousted me out 
of the cab and drove off in a rush, as 
this was not a suitable neighbor to go 
seeking a new fair. 


DATELINE: Tokyo 


Late in the evening or is it early in the 
morning...?? 

It seems almost a "is the glass half full 
or empty" sort of thing now that I think 
about it but, it has been raining all day 
and I have been stuck inside with nothing 
more to occupy myself with other than 
these crude doddles... 

To me it 1S a kind of artistic 
meditation...art 1S, granted, is in the 
eyes of the beholder...Billy Idol said 
that once and in defense of my ego, I 
must agree...or so, I humour 
myself...like...i1t has been raining all 
day and they don't sell rum anywhere in 
this otherwise perfect country... 
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WHY SO ANGRY?” 


“Why are you always so angry?” 

I asked her out of real concern and not 
as a means to make things more difficult 
than they already were. 

It was late into a another stormy, 
Virginia Wolfe descent into total 
debauchery and drunkenness as the night 
grew chilly..the drugs were not taking 
away from the first taste of this early 
winter’s night... 

They didn’t dull or ease the bite... 
Sometimes I wonder if I don’t secretly 
lust for the drama, to jump out into the 
arena of the conflict and that I don’t 
really thrive upon the challenge or feel 
so much an inner compulsion towards the 
need to win every conversation. 

In a sense of a crusader with God upon my 
right shoulder and with the drawn sword 
of truth that I knew you so hated, I 
boldly slash away at your crumbling 
defenses. 

Welding and delivering the jagged blows 
of truth seems so much an act of self- 
righteousness, a feeble excuse to 
indulging and descending down into the 
maelstrom of hurting your feelings and it 
“Why so angry?” I taunted her again. 


WHY SO ANGRY?” 


I didn’t need to but, the sense of 
vanquish and route was heavy in the air 
and there was so little time left before 
the dawn and the fire was spent and all 

but death. 

She looked at me and said nothing. 
Really..what was there left to say that we 
hadn’t already thrown out into the mix, 
brought to the table and used to trump 
the other in our crusader’s errant to 
inflict pain and out of the sole 
dedication of trying to hurt each other 
for no other reason than the amusement of 
the fact that we could? 
Sometimes I wish that we were different 
and that we could life but a normal life 
and find a middle path to living together 
in love instead of the resent that so 
tarnishes our ability to live together 
and drives us to such moments of high 
drama, conflict and pain. 

As I grow older, the chase, the 
confrontation seems to be less a game 
than an endless battle in which we are 
both looser and at some point the 
victim...where there is no pretense of a 
need for solution nor resolve... 


WHY SO ANGRY?” 


like two old boxers slugging away long 
after the need to fight is done and gone. 
I repeated my winning refrain of “why so 
angry?” as she turned without comment and 
walked away. 
Again, I am struck that we need to live 
this way as I waited for the dawn to 
break and I could go back to work. 


DATELINE: Rayong, Thailand 1981 
“WHERE DO THE CHILDREN PLAY?" 


that Cat Stevens song crackled over the 
shortwave and I was seriously confused 
over how to respond to you being 
"Cloudy." 
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YOU KNOW ME! 


I'm the guy who rents the backroom from 
that creepy guy who lives down at the end 
of the hallway and who keeps mumbling out 
loud about life but, it 1S just that he 
has gotten the story of Cain and Able 
confused with that of Ben and Jerry... 

I am a big reader and a fan of your 
brilliant writing...I get it! 

“T have connected the dots and believe 
that I have decoded the inner meanings and 
commands that lied in plain sight... 

I am here to obey your command!” 

- Your Seventh! 


Then, the landlord gave me a long look, 
Stared me directly in my bloodshot eyes - 
in that creepy way he always does as he 
asked me in a passing whimper of broken 
English 

“What a drama it has been already, today!” 
Not knowing the correct answer, not 
knowing what was expected of me as a reply 
or even what was a proper or even what a 
mere, polite response would be; still, 

I very much understanding that this creepy 
old guy has the ability, the evil, 
vindictiveness, the absolute power to make 


YOU KNOW ME! 


me homeless on his mere dislike of my 
response or by being a day past due on his 
rent - as he was, indeed, my landlord, 

I shrugged my shoulders and continued down 
the steps and safety made it out of the 
old, double doors that served as an 
entrance to my row of flats. 

You have to understand that I have always 
seen history as if, it was like flashes of 
lightning. 

It 1s only by waiting and watching 
patiently for flashes of lightning that we 
can truly, yet hope to see all of the 
world’s drama played out daily and that we 
are in Paris, out here on the busy streets 
and boulevards of Paris, a city which 
graciously fields us on our every turning 
view new, amazing sights and fills our 
ears with 1ts companion, customized, 
soundtrack, that of the low rhythm, the 
rumblings of business mutterings raising 
up into a haunting choir of honking, 
shrill blaring of unruffled horns of the 
car and lorry cluttered nearly every 
street in the city. 

From the upper floors of the tall business 
towers or looking down from any of the 
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surrounding rooftops that overlooked the 
streets, it all seemed somewhat, somehow 
peaceful and tranquil as noise doesn’t 
travel well here..from this distance, it 1s 
much the same as watching ants scurrying 
all about their massive anthill. Froma 
distance, there is a real sense of artwork 
and melancholy to these human ants 
scurrying all about. 

Once you came down and actual went out 
into these artistic ribbons, you quickly 
discovered that they were dirty, hot and 
crowded with what seemed to be, filled by 
all of humanity..,divided up into massive 
columns based on some haphazard semblance 
of caste and privilege with the far 
smallest group being the fashionably 
clothed and properly accessorized stick 
figures whisked by the crowds in speedy 
imported autos, following on foot was the 
far largest grouping that played host to 
the great city’s working class, poor slobs 
who parade by us in an almost military 
uniformity, which somehow is striking, so 
compelling..1t was enough to make me stop 
and devote my own personal time to watch 
and ponder this amazing, twice a day 


YOU KNOW ME! 


ritual - not including the week day 
addition of a mid-day Clunch) time matinee 
version. 

It is here in these fleeting glimpses of 
humanity, that you can see the flashing 
lightning of history waltzing and winking 
at uS, aS 1t so dapperly passes us by... 

In turn, aS we pass history, yet in our 
own mad rush down to the local café with 
the cheap espresso and catty waiter, you 
know, 1t 1S the one we discovered last 
week with Mitchell and Joanne...or maybe, 
What you think? 

We could go lounge about by the river 
front and jokingly watch the thousand-and- 
one painters trying to become the next 
Monet or maybe, we can get some fresh 
bread from the bakery and take an extended 
breather away from all this compressed and 
polluted air... just sit under a tree, down 
there at the riverside and spend the rest 
of the morning inhaling the coolness of 
air drifting up off the slowly passing 
river. 

Was that a tug boat captain waving to us? 


YOU KNOW ME! 


Instead, we elected by popular, democratic 
vote..she voted and I voted with her (no 
need to be on the losing side here!) we 
wondered all about the local tourist dens 
to enjoy the comical, pratfalls of a noisy 
group of rude tour group composed mostly 
of what looked to be about 50 upcountry 
farmers and their wives on what must be 
their first trip to the big city or for 
that matter, any city of size or culture 
by their constant expression of wonder or 
distant to all of the new sights, fashions 
and even to the foreign sounds of the 
city. 

The best view and cheapest seat in town 1s 
an curb front café where we can nurse an 
espresso while watching incidents of 
street crime, episodes of lustful passion 
with seemingly total disregard to a public 
place, all this and more, sadly, without 
the connectability, without links of the 
dots to allow us to understand the greater 
plots and deeper meanings of these flashes 
of history’s lightning. 

All in all, isn’t this why we left the 
shitholes where we were born and raised in 
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and sought pilgrimage to the city that 
Sits in the very center of everything 
worthwhi le... 

What a spectacle the city 1S, what a 
medley of motives, what a confused jumble 
of sincerity and hypocrisies, heroism and 
brutalities, villainies and virtues! 

Where else can you get all this and so 
much more ..all for the mere price of 
admission (a one-way ticket, a few francs 
spending cash and your rent money) and we 
are equally blessed by a government who 
doesn’t feel any urgent need to count our 
heads or to stamp our hands in order for 
uS to come back into the park. 

I have read and consider it to be a 
truthful point to be made that 

“..Lt happens in every great drama, a great 
deal of the tragic mischief had occurred 
before the curtain rose.” 

This could be no truer than with the Cnow) 
constant pitch battles over where to spend 
our summer vacation this year... 

“Always before the passage of our (Summer) 
plans comes the far-off murmur of its 
approaching wings.” 


YOU KNOW ME! 


Each of us, in this case, had heard it, 
distinctly or indistinctly, according to 
the accidents of personal experience with 
trying to decide to stay in the city or 
travel south to the beaches at Cannes for 
this summer’s break. 

It can do no harm (now) to say that this 
1S and continues to leave me witha 
feeling of intense anxiety as to the 
future with this young woman. 

The result of our decision to spend the 
summer outside of Cannes, in her family’s 
country home has brought a certain relief. 
With the best of all possible intentions, 
she reported to her extended family and 
she mentioned that their reception of our 
Summer plans had been met with utter 
enthusiastic. 

It hadn't been that - at least, it hadn't 
seemed to be that when the persons chiefly 
concerned were further quizzed. But their 
extended response had been just cordial 
enough not to be chilling, just warm 
enough to carry things off, to drown that 
far-off murmur of doubts that I still 
secretly harbored and which might (Cat any 
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time) descend down upon our relationship 
like the approach of a mighty wind. 

During the remain, the next days, of her 
visit with me, here at my flat in Paris... 
there had been the usual banqueting with 
friends and even some random strangers 
that latched on to our celebrations..with 
the customary toasting to the amity of us, 
the young, the loving couple, whose 
interests were so closely united by bonds 
of constant devotion and based upon the 
premise of everlasting love! 

And then, the return drive to the railway 
station to drop her off for the train back 
to her home in Cannes, the clatter of the 
traffic, the adieux, the throbbing of the 
engine, the starting of the train... 

a final wave goodbye. 

And then.... 

"Thank God, it's over!" 
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X-MAS BLESSING! 


Had a small kid (Cor was it a midget) on the 
Subway today and he asked me in rather good 
English..."Do you really think that Santa 
Claus believes in you?" 

The little thug! If it wasn't illegal and 
not polite Cand you would not believe how 
important that is here) I would have 
grabbed him up by those big, floppy ears of 
his and would have gave him a toss across 
the subway car... 

Instead, I answered in Korean, 

"I don't speak English!" 

"Does Santa Claus believe in me?" 

To be truthful, I never gave it much 
thought or concern...but, 1t would explain 
a lot that has happened to me, over the 
years...like...I really wanted that Johnny 
Quest five-action pistol when I was ten 
years-old...Who wouldn’t? It was a gun, it 
was a radio, a missile launcher, a 
Flashlight and a bottle opener... 

I lusted for that for what seemed endless 
months of x-mas waiting...only to find 
under the tree, on X-Mas Morning, instead 
of my dream present...it was a lame 
"Underdog" cape and pajamas...Like... 

I was ten...not five...Thank you very much 
Santa! 


“BORN TO LOSE WAS THE ONLY 
SONG PLAYED IN MY HOME” 


Served up on a scratchy, skipping old and 
worn vinyl record 

I remember it well, Ray Charles playing 
Country Music... 

Oh, you know it? 

You are a Ray Charles Fan, too? 

I often would ponder, really thought about 
1t a lot, his song “Born to lose.” 

Lost, as I was, in the meaning of each and 
every one of the song’s words... 

In this song, vested in it’s every word, it 
could have populated, been a collective 
testament, etched deeply down into the ash 
coloured sandstone, a reminding, a lasting 
note there on each of our tombstones, for 
each of our own wolf pack. 

Sometimes, 1t was seductive to imagine 
myself blind like Little Stevie Wonder... 
Blinded from the family’s collective will 
of vested, self-interests, indulgences... 
You know that nowhere in this... 

Did I mention love; I can’t imagine it 
being posted anywhere here not even as a 
self-indulgent birth right that I had never 
been aware that I had a right to... 


“BORN TO LOSE WAS THE ONLY 
SONG PLAYED IN MY HOME” 


Hate, I truly believe, that 1t was more, it 
had to be our driving force, early on I 
discovered, I truly came to believe, that 
hatred and anger 1s what bound us all 
together, it was the true power that we 
derived from its pleasures, it seemed to be 
bread into each of us, bread directly, 
coded and hardwired into our very own DNA. 
Sitting here, reading the crap that I have 
just written, hipster at best, a poser to 
the volumes of truth that still lay buried, 
without all that extra baggage, volumes of 
faded notes and an occasion tattered foto... 
This really comes across as very petty... 
“OH, NO! Not Richard...” 

In truth, we weren’t big Nascar Fans... 
Rather, I was vested and leveraged deeply 
into my own self-interests, my own petty 
indulgences because of some character fault 
in my normally good nature - maybe it’s 
true, as I was raised by wolves and it 
would appear that they did teach me very 
well on how I was “Born to Lose.” 
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SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


What a girl, this wind must be, a strong 
willed, wild, wind whipped up and swirling 
about; with a hurricane enough effort to 
turn even a dead desert into a shifting sea 
of molten, motion with the desert skies 
laden heavy with ever shifting, changing 
streams of colours much the same color as 
that girl’s long, windblown hatr... 

When sand dunes have drifted and eventually 
immigrated southwards and this wild wind 
Slows her tempest down to a mere lover’s 
whisper; and at the moment; I understand; 

I hear the softly whispered warnings as to 
arrival of yet another desert evening; it 
strikes me deeply; of my love that I have 
developed for the sweet and balmy nature 
with which this summer wind blows; glad and 
happy to live where winter 1s not only 
unwelcomed but never cares to visit... 

Again; I lost my way from the extensive 
thought and planning that I had laboured to 
create with this delightful conversation, 

I had drawn out plans with many jotted down 
notes and cute phrases to work into my 
mantra but; somewhere on the way to this 
point, they elected to go off into 
voluntary exile... 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


Maybe, the did not share my delight and 
respectful admiration from this fine desert 
wind... 

Never being a bloke who liked to just dash- 
off things; to find a pleasant little room, 
write, and re-write standard forms of 
proses or conjecture, and once I might have 
polished it off with a dash of melancholy 
damper; this 1s when the 5 minute warning 
blared down into the deepest poured 
reaches, to the edged, confines of my 
unawaken soul; the alarm clock rang...again... 
Again, another morning hour lost; before I 
could leave the confines of this coffin bed 
and was had to progress over the mangled 
moat of the end of last evening’s urban 
Carnage... 

Already, I am being chased; driven forward 
by those swill, ugly, urgent, taunts of 
these work day commitments; all together, 
collectively nipping and lunging forward; 
driving me forward; casting out of my dream 
Eden; out through the gates and off into 
the slums of this everyday world. 

Eden fades quickly off into the blankness 
that this work day world offers me; 
restrains and restricts me in all of its 
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grand, bland conformities and the 
uncomfortableness of freshly starched, 
white, high collar shirts... 

Every morning, at nearly always; at the 
same seemingly, predetermined time of a 
quarter past five, five days per week; 
every morning another shift of these demon 
dogs of the mostly highly trained and 
skilled of these society norms clock in and 
every day, they start their assigned task 
duty to forever take me, screaming, kicking 
out; daily; I am chased and herded back 
into this gritty urban plain of reality and 
work; always here; out from the same coffin 
bed until my services are no long deemed 
necessary or required... 

Somewhere on my way to or sometimes while 
waiting at the bus stop; I hear the 
slightly tremulous, but clear young voice 
whisper in a fast chantee of a urgent and 
virtual message to share; although I cannot 
never see who; the message seems to be in 
some dream like cypher code..but, seeing 
that they neglected to supply me with a 
workable decoder ring; how was I to know 
what the vitualness of “it has been four 
hundred years since the dawn of the 
Renaissance...” 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


So, I have to let it be and when I squired 
away previous moments of free time; I am 
left to find that I have only squander that 
oh so precious time trying to seek out a 
resolve or to goggle the phrase... 

Longing to muddle and cautiously navigate 
my way through the endless dangers of this 
swamp of cubicles, where land sharks, photo 
copies mane and kill... 

Over at a distant, panel of grit stained 
glass; with the deepest complying reasons 
of struggled survival; I soar over to bask 
in the incoming, filtered rays of frosted 
Sunshine and even in these fleeting 
moments; I recall my modest ranch style, 
desert home, over, within reach of the east 
gate of Eden; I recall how I once lead a 
free life..Free from the need to be endured, 
away from the forgetfulness or carelessness 
of the ever long weeks in this land's 
dismal, rainy weather, when it 1s very hard 
to keep a dry thought... 

The truth is that; old horses of work are 
very weak on the subject of age. 

I've often spoken to them about spectacles, 
and offered to get them any kind they would 
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SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


wear, from leather goggles up to gold rims, 
but they always takes it with almost 
disinterest..Maybe, it was an insult for me 
to be put out into the same pasture as 
them? 

Now, if any of you want to ask questions as 
to how I talk, or as to why you got this 
letter, or anything else; all I have to say 
is that it required a great deal of thought 
and proposal recanting of the pleasant days 
last August, when you and I could fell the 
strong will, the wildness, of a strong 
desert wind whipped up and swirling about; 
with a hurricane enough effort to turn even 
a dead desert into a shifting sea of 
molten, motion with the desert skies laden 
heavy with ever shifting, changing streams 
of colours much the same color as that 
girl’s long, windblown hatr... 

Every time I think of you! I freely recall 
that you were very kind to me at first, I 
remember, because you thought... 

Do you remember how dreadfully sleepy you 
used to be on those hot summer, desert 
days? 

Do you remember when? 
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Always; being cast as the one who 1s 
forever so dull and dignified in ever 
forum; I took out my pencil and wrote a 
reply to your favor, that, yes... 

I do remember your tricks and thought back 
upon your manners; to which you were always 
reminding me; to the fact... 

Unlike those other old horses; that I never 
went to sleep standing up; at least not, 
while trying their best to look dignified 
while really they are all unconscious, but 
it was no use; even when your fun, bright 
smile showed off your teeth by its broaden 
grin, and then you really did; you actually 
winked at me. 

Why should I reply to all this nonsense? 
May I will just bow and retired amidst 
dampness cold out in the lingering storms; 
of all these gritty, these long faded 
memories; photographs turn yellow and some 
creased down the middle; where the whole 
truth, 1s never believed; even when it’s 
all a con... 

But, when future events were ever brought 
into question, never was there a more 
unreliable sequence of silence; it is 
always then, that it dawned on everyone, 
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believe collectively; that this was going 
to be rather unpleasant; I was as ready as 
possible to be a first responder with my 
well-reasoned and sometimes thought out 
responses that seemed always bring forth 
the hope, the illusion of promises; as if 
there was nothing beyond my abilities to 
suppress... 

See how the wind blows; how it goes 
rattling around, making dust and 
confusion..Haifa minute; in a parting 
injunction that had been too hurried right 
along from the beginning... 

I guess it does not much matter time isn't 
of much account; I got too puzzling over 
the rebuses of the early morning cypher, 
talking to some girl about the weather of 
the day that ended in sitting down on her 
door-step in a perfect convulsion of 
laughter; vainly tried to keep my face 
straight while taking advantage of the 
occasional momentary lulls to take a sip 
out of the little brown paper parcel 
containing the source of my newly 
discovered but already well perfected; a 
laziness which fit in well and a desperate 
attempt to flee the sobriety of being 
beggared... 
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Absolutely; bankrupt and beggared; cast up 
on the dustbin like last year’s daily 
planner... 

As my readers may well suppose, my 
weaknesses are very well known to be both 
threadbare and torn..mostly, as they long 
discovered that and they do take each of my 
fair speech stories for about what they 
were truly worth; which would normally mean 
that these speech stories and a dollar- 
fifty would get them a cup of java... 
Absolutely bankrupt and beggared long ago... 
An old woman, at a recent affair, looked 
over to me and I could hear her whisper to 
a friend... 

"It was really melancholy to see what a 
character he was forming..." 

Out on the piazza, or was it there by the 
gate, with the last button fastened, and 
her parasol raised, this 1s all that I can, 
now, remember; strangely that this 1s; all 
that I can now recall is about from where 
this story started and I have been unable 
to slice or dice it back together again..1I 
Swear to you; 1t had a one point; not only 
a beginning but; I am very confident that 
there was somewhat of a middle high point 
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from which you can see off towards the 
ending as it brews off on the horizon like 
a summer storm sweeping in of the desert 
Sand ocean. 


DATELINE: Bangkok, Thailand 


Conversations willed into existence, 
Together out and about, 
Dreams planted and harvested, reaped and 
sown into abstractions 
Thought and inspiration, to be found ona 
late Thursday afternoon swimming in a glass 
of dark, sweet red wine 
and in drifting across the evening breeze, 
a more than the distant hint of music, but 
1t 1S still more than enough to dance and 
to keep us dancing until we collapse down 
on to the floor, even though we were 
finally done. 
The hardest part, which starts, let's say 
tomorrow. 
Simple color awash across the ground as the 
wheel of fortune spins, parlay up that bet, 
double or nothing for your soul and nothing 
to hold on to but each other. 

- EMIL WEST 
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https: //www.facebook.com/profile. php ?id= 100009382663916 
Day Trip to Singapore... 
With my trust Nikon F4s in hand and with only a single roll of 36 
exposures...mostly due to to the utter cheapness of WWW 
Story should be labeled, "Cheap-ass Trip to Singapore..." 
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Check it out...had to drop some videos and lost 2 million views but, it was 
worth it not to be extorted by rouge, music copyright FAKE claimers.,.. 

We are still at over 5 million views...even though it has been three years since 
the last video posted,,. 
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